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The Good, The Bad And The Plushies 


Author's Notes: 
| hope this is something you will enjoy. It's about Jerry winning stuffed animals for Stone, and a little bit more 
too at the end. Happy reading and have a lovely Ficmas! 


Stone had been able to push it to the weekend but he knew Jerry wouldn't wait much longer. It was that time 
of the year again, when the Fall Carnival had settled on the outskirts of Seattle for ten days. 


Jerry had carnival fever and the only cure was a good dose of wonky barrel organ superimposed over some 
Lynyrd Skynyrd background music, corn dogs, candy floss and a few hours of walking around the various 
stands where Jerry would try most of the games set up for adults. His biggest regret was that after so 
many years of ranting about it quite loudly to all the carnival stand guys who wanted to listen to him, the 
fishing pond and pick a duck games were still only for kids, while he was sure there was an audience of adults 
like him who would have loved to catch these things too in more grown-up versions of the games. Stone had in 
the past suggested to Jerry that he write to their congressman to raise awareness on the issue as it could 
perhaps be seen as a case of discrimination against male adults who were not afraid to let their inner child out 


on carnival outings. Jerry had been tempted to build a good case around the topic but then recording and 


Touring life got in the way and he never got around to write that letter. 

Truthfully, Stone didn't mind going to the carnival but it was more Jerry's eagerness that he was dreading a 
little. Jerry loved it and when Jerry loved something, it was with a passion and no sense of boundaries, and 
things could something get a bit out of hands. 

They had arrived at the carnival site around 4 o'clock in the afternoon and by 6 o'clock, Jerry had ingested 
enough calories to power the Space Needle elevators for 3 months. He had also had a go at most of the games 
and earned an impressive collection of knickknacks from his various performances at said games. It was a good 
thing that Stone had taken his big backpack to walk around the place because most of what Jerry had won was 
now being carried by Stone on his back, except for 3 large stuffed animals which Stone was holding in one arm 


since they were too big to fit in the backpack. 


"Okay, well.. | think we did the full tour," Stone commented as they arrived back towards the main entrance and 


he wasn't feeling like playing sherpa much too long. 
It was a clear hint that it was now time to head back home, Jerry wasn't fooled. 
‘Im just getting warmed up here. Baby, we need to go back to a few of these. I'm feeling lucky tonight." 


Stone was about to make a sarcastic remark but he caught himself just in time. No need to be nasty. Things 


could often be arranged in more ‘diplomatic’ ways with his boyfriend. 


‘Oh, you are going to get lucky if we head back home," Stone said with a knowing look and a brief but well- 
placed squeeze of Jerry's ass with his free hand. "As lucky as you want..." 


"Oh, yeah? How much more lucky will | be then if | make you proud and win some more?," Jerry replied with a 


silly eyebrow wiggle. 
Okay, Stone thought, he saw right through it and now we're not leaving. At least not yet. 
"Come on, just a little longer. | will just go to my favorite ones. One last round." 


Stone sighed and grabbed Jerry's drink. It was overly sweet and he just took a small sip before handing it back 
to him. 


"You know, you could come back tomorrow. lim not but it doesn't mean you cannot come." 
‘Its no fun by myself. You gotta be here with me." 
About an hour later, Stone could barely see where he was walking. The obstacle between his eyes and 


whatever was in front of him consisted of an additional armload of plushies of various sizes and colors, which 


Jerry had won at his favorite cross bow and gun shooting games. During this last round of playing, their zoo 


of stuffed arimals had expanded from three to seven 


"IFs ludicrous. What are we going to do with all those?," Stone asked as Jerry was leading him towards the - 
he had promised - last game for the night. 


"I don't know. We'll give them to the cats to play with." 


Stone rolled his eyes. It had no effect since his face was currently hidden behind a particularly strange purple 
cat-fox-wolf thing which a T-year old girl they had walked by a little earlier had told him was a wicked cool 


Espeon pokemon - whatever that meant. 
"The cats will be freaked out. These are bigger than them" 
"We'll find something. We can probably give them to a children hospital. To cheer up the kids, you know?" 


And right there and then, Stone's heart melted. Jerry could be stubborn, silly and over the top and even 
sometimes obnoxious and he didn't have the best taste for home decoration, but he had a heart of gold and if 
they hadn't been in a public place, Stone would have let all the plushies drop and jump his carnival cowboy's 


bones right there and then 
"Yes, that's a great idea, Jerry.’ 


By now, there was much less people at the carnival and little or no waiting lines at several of the stands. 


Jerry held Stone by the elbow and made him stop. 
"Okay, here we are. That's my favorite tonight. I'm going to be so good this time,” he said. 


Stone dropped all the plushies he was carrying at the end of the stand where nobody was standing or playing. 
He looked up and saw they were back at the ‘Dunk A Duck’, which, as the name suggested, would call for 
shooting with a limited amount of ammunition as many little fake ducks as possible. The whole thing was being 


rendered more entertaining by the fact that the ducks were attached to several rows of moving shelves. 


Stone marveled at the level of excitement that Jerry could exhibit at this. For a moment, in an unusual very 
cavemanish sort of fantasy and despite Stone's natural distaste for hunting, he thought that if the world 
would sink into utter chaos and civilization as we currently know it would vanish, he would still probably have a 


good chance at survival since his mate was that good at killing animals. At least, they wouldn't starve to death. 


Stone snapped himself out of these strange musings and watched his man, the meanest gun in King County, 
aiming and hitting these poor little yellow rubber ducks one after the other. And with apparently a few shoots 


to spare, Jerry cleared the sixteen ducks on the four shelves. 


Passers-by applauded, the man behind the stand praised Jerry's sniper's skills and Jerry was on top of the 


world for a minute or so, basking in the afterglow of his success at ducking ducks like a pro. 


Given how great he had done, he had his choice of reward to pick from the upper row on top of the stand, 
where they were keeping the large and nicer plushies. It was Jerry's turn to choose since Stone had picked the 
reward at the last game. Jerry chose a big brown kangaroo. A great addition to their ménagerie, Stone 
thought. They didn't have a marsupial yet. They ‘only' had a blue dolphin, a white cat, a green crocodile, a grey 
walrus, a pink and orange dragon with iridescent scales and wings, a ginger fox and the weird purple hybrid 
animal that he had forgotten the name of. 

Jerry shook the hand of the guy behind the stand and looked at the plushie for a moment, feeling it, probably 
to assess if its softness was adequate. At this point, Stone had decided not to ask questions anymore. 
Eventually Jerry turned towards Stone and handed him the kangaroo. 

"For you," he said with a big grin "How do you like it?" 

Stone took the thing and smiled sheepishly. What else could he do? 

"Well. It's a nice kangaroo. | guess fairly realistic looking.’ 

"Yeah, seems so. It's really nice. I'm glad you like it.” 


‘Its my favorite, with the orange and pink dragon" 


"Is it a real pouch, like they should have, or it's just a decoration on its belly?," Jerry asked and pointed at the 
stuffed animal Stone was still holding. 


"| don't know. Why?" 


Stone touched the place where there was a seam. He could slide his hand in it, so it was done as if it was a 


real pouch. As he put his hand in, he felt something inside. 

“There's... Something in it" 

Jerry cocked an eyebrow. 

"What? In the pouch?" 

"Yog" 

Stone withdrew his hand and pulled out a small flat box. When he looked up at Jerry's beaming face, he 
immediately knew that this had been planned. He wasn't sure how and when, and how Jerry managed to hit all 


the ducks to win this and all that but the smile on Jerry's face was telling him that he was supposed to be 
holding the kangaroo and to have checked its pouch. 


"What is this?" 

"Open the box." 

‘Jerry, its not my birthday." 

"I know, it was in July and | was on tour. | tried to arrange for it back then but things just didn't work out.” 
Stone was suddenly a little scared. Was it a ring? They had never talked about marriage, at least not seriously. 
They were already wearing rings and the few times the subject had come up, they had both agreed that they 
were perfectly happy this way. But maybe Jerry had changed his mind. Would he mind if Jerry was proposing? 
What should he say? 

"Stone, come on, open the goddamn box." 

Oh... Sure. Sorry." 

He had no choice now. He held the kangaroo under his arm and pulled on the small ribbon holding the lid of the 
box. When he looked inside, relief and curiosity hit him almost at the same time. It was not a ring. It was a key. 
Stone glanced up at Jerry. 

"Key to your heart, you big romantic goof?" 

Jerry laughed. 

"No. Disappointed?" 

This time, Stone laughed. 

"No. As long as | still have your heart.. So.. Tell me. What is it for?" 

"You always travel to be with me when |' head for the ranch, and when we're in town, we're in our house, but 
it's in the city and it's beautiful but | know you love the outdoors and the sea and back at the ranch, there's a 
pond and not much more when it comes to water. So.. | got us, well, you, a beach house." 

Stone's eyes grew impossibly wide and he opened his mouth but no sound got out. 

"Don't get excited, it's not a real big house. It's a tiny house but its new and modern and it has everything 
you need, even a bedroom with a big bed. The bed takes all the room actually," Jerry chuckled. "And it's made 


by a company that uses recycled things and it's green and all that good stuff you like. Very eco-friendly.” 


"Fuck, Jerry, l.. | don't know what to say. Apart from.. Thank you. You shouldn't have. But | love it. | haven't 


seen it but | know love it.. | love you.” 


Stone put the kangaroo on the side with the other animals and took Jerry in his arms. Jerry hugged him back 
and kissed the side of his head. 


"We'll go there tomorrow, baby. It's all ready. | even put beer and soda in the fridge. We'll get take away food 
and picnic on the beach right in front of it." 


"You're unbelievable." 
"Can we keep the kangaroo?," Jerry asked. 
"Of course! The kangaroo is moving to the beach house." 


'| love you, Stone," Jerry said before holding Stone's face and giving him a Mountain Dew flavored big kiss. 


